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PAET   THE   SECOND.

CHAPTER I

OTJR schoolboy days are looked back to by all with fond-
ness. Oppressed with the cares of life, we contrast our
worn and harrassed existence with that sweet prime, free
from anxiety and fragrant with innocence. I cannot share
these feelings. I was a most miserable child ; and school
I detested more than ever I abhorred the world in the
darkest moments of my experienced manhood. But the
ftniversity, this new life yielded me different feelings, and
still commands a grateful reminiscence.

My father, who studied to foster in me every worldly
feeling, sought all means which might tend to make me
enamoured of that world to which he was devoted. An
extravagant allowance, a lavish establishment, many ser-
vants, numerous horses, were forced upon rather than soli-
cited by me. According to his system he acted dexterously.
My youthful brain could not be insensible to the brilliant
position in which I was placed. I was now, indeed, my
own master, and everything around me announced that I
could command a career flattering to the rising passions of
my youth. I well remember the extreme self-complacency
with which I surveyed my new apartments; how instan-
taneously I was wrapped up in all the mysteries of furni-
ture, and how I seemed to have no other purpose in life
than to play the honoured and honourable part of an
elegant and accomplished host.

My birth, my fortune, my convivial habits rallied around